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I like trucks. Outside the back window of our apartment, the one in the
kitchen where Mom is packing my lunch for school—I live with my mom
and Jason—there’s this sweet truck. Right now. Outside the window. It’s the
garbage truck. Not a dump truck. Those hold sand or dirt or those little pieces
of bark or whatever, and they don’t have a lid, the dirt is just piled inside the
trailer part, and then it’s dumped somewhere, usually in people’s driveways
in the neighborhood by the lake. Sometimes I wish the garbage truck would
go dump in their driveways instead. They have trees and bushes and gardens
and beaches in that neighborhood. They do a lot of yard work. And have a lot
of truck traffic. Dad used to let me help with the yard work, when we used
to live there. In a neighborhood called Sunny Forrest. He used to push me
in the wheelbarrow down the hill when he was working in the yard. Now we
live in this stinking apartment and he lives in a different neighborhood called
Pleasant View.
Anyway, this garbage truck has a dinosaur on the side. I really like dinosaurs. And this truck sounds like a dinosaur. I guess I’ve never seen a real
dinosaur, but I think this is what a dinosaur would sound like. Miss Herman
says they’re extinct. Mom says next year, when I turn nine, we can go to the
museum downtown and look at the dinosaur bones for my birthday. So we
have this huge dumpster that always smells like leftover lasagna and roadkill,
and the door is always sticky. It’s my job to take out the trash. I hate that job. I
don’t like messy things like sand castles and papier-mâché. Mom keeps a step
stool out by the dumpster so I can reach the lid. It’s sort of heavy. Sometimes
I’m afraid it’s going to fall on my head. So this truck has these enormous
hands and it picks up the smelly, sticky dumpster and lifts it up really high in
the air, almost even with our window—kind of like Dad used to do when we
played Airplane—and tips it upside-down!! And all the trash, the SpaghettiOs cans and the paper towels I used to wipe milk off the floor and the WalMart bag of kitty litter and Mom’s Q-tips, it dumps it all into this little hole
on top of the truck. It’s amazing. Everything, all the axles and joints, like in
Jason’s erector set, working together, and the strength—the power!—of the
dinosaur garbage truck, lifting huge dumpsters day after day, and drinking
up everyone’s leftovers, it’s probably really strong from all the paper towels
soaked in milk. And then it crunches it all up, it’s so cool, it sounds like T-Rex
chewing up the Empire State building.
I like sitting and looking out this window. Sometimes Mom yells at me
when I sit on the counter. But that’s only when she’s tired or trying to cook or
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